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architecture, but In its people. In form and feature the
Bosnian is a splendid type of humanity.

A veiled woman entered a mosque which I was visiting,
and spoke to me in gentle and fluent German. She was
selling lace caps and embroideries. I bought some at
random, observing her delicate hands, with a tiny spot of
henna at each finger-tip. The veil may have been a lure
for tourists; but, like most cynical thoughts, this one is
probably wrong. After all, tourists do not swarm to
Serajevo. She is perhaps a widow, too proud to live on
her relations, and supporting herself by her needle. She
has the hands of an artist, and we parted with profound
salaams. Often I wonder whether Fate is being kind to
her. . . .

At the corner of the street where the Archduke Franz
Ferdinand and his wife received their mortal wounds a
tablet has been placed in the wall:

" On this historic spot
Gabriel Princep
announced liberty

on the day of Vedov

15 (28) June 1914."

Opposite, where a bridge leads across the Miljacka
River, the Austrians had erected on one side a statue of
the Virgin, and on the other a bust of the Archduke.
Both have been removed.

Princep and eleven of his companions of the Black
Hand lie in a cemetery in the suburbs. Princep's grave
is raised higher than the others, for he is the "hero" who
started the World War. People come to burn candles at
his shrine, and it has been a place of pilgrimage for
fifteen years.

The making of Jugoslavia entailed the destruction of